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she asked herself whether she might not have
done something to prevent the calamity. Why
had she not driven the old man from the house,
driven him, with whips and scorpions? How
was it that she had submitted to his presence
so passively? It was as though he had cast a
spell.

What could she have done? What? What?
She tormented herself day after day, night after
night. Then as the years had passed quiet sleep
had come back to her. She was not one to bewail
the past. She had her new life to make. But
during the years in London and Wiltshire there
had been no life. It had been as though she had
walked in her sleep. Now with one step into
the lighted hall to-night life had swept back to
her. Contact was made again.

She woke in old Mrs. Monnasett's four-poster
and looked about her trying to penetrate the
darkness. It seemed that she could. Georges
was alive again and at her side, and said with his
old reckless impudence: 'Soon we'll have this
house in our hand.'

So, leaning her head on his breast, she went
happily to sleep. In the morning she met the
two children, John aged two, Dorothy aged one,
in the charge of a fat beetle-browed woman, Mrs.
Ponder. Judith knew at once that this was a
bad, ill-disposed servant who was resolved to defy
her. John was a square-made, sturdy child with
the high Herries horse-bones and light blue eyes
that reminded her of David. There seemed to
be no nonsense about him at all. Dorothy was